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the affirmative I begged him to accept two places in my
travelling carriage.
CI should be delighted/ he said, 'but you must first ask
Henriette.5
cWill you, madame, do me the honour of travelling with
ane to Parma?'
'With the greatest pleasure, for at least we shall be able
to converse, and I have been deprived of that pleasure for
Dome time.7
My carriage, so far, existed only in my imagination, but
after supper I went out to see what I could do. I found
a superb English carriage, which must have cost at least two
hundred guineas, and before dinner next day I had con-
cluded a bargain with its owner. The honest captain insisted
on paying me the price of a post-chaise to Parma, and this
settled we started on our journey.
The one drawback to my satisfaction was that the poor
Hungarian could take no part in our conversation. When-
ever the charming Frenchwoman said anything amusing I
tried to translate it to him in Latin, but I saw that his face
grew longer and longer. I concluded that I did not speak
Latin as well as she spoke French. In every language the
last thing one learns is humour. I could not laugh at the
jokes in Terence, Plautus, and Martial until I was thirty.
She was the first Frenchwoman I had ever spoken to, and
she spoke very gracefully, and like a lady, and yet I knew
she must be an adventuress! I hoped so, for my ambition
was now to steal her from the old gentleman—with all pos-
sible regard for his feelings, true; for I had a great respect
for the fine old soldier that he was. She was certainly a very
odd woman. She wore men's clothes, she had no luggage, no
feminine fripperies, not even a chemise—she wore the cap-
tain's shirts. The whole situation was enigmatical enough,
and that is what charmed me.
At Bologna we had a capital supper, and they lighted a
large wood fire for us. When we were seated round it I
plucked up courage to ask her how she had become the

